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One 


Author's Notes: 
Guns n'Roses and Motley Crue. Mafia style. 


The red headed mob boss, Axl Rose, sat behind his desk in a crisp white tailored three piece suit. The black 
derby hat on his head sat cocked to the side as his green eyes stare out in utter contempt at the man 
standing before his desk. His hateful stare isn't for the man himself, but for the message he's delivering. 


Next to him his right hand henchmen, Izzy, stands by casually. He seems as though he hasn't a care in the 
world. As if he wasn't even there at all. His dark eyes stare at absolutely nothing, yet they see everything. 
Because it was his job to see everything. After all, the boss's life was in his hands. 


Is this some kind of fucking joke?" Axl furrows his brows at the man standing in front of his desk. 


The man swallows and can feel his hands shake. His eyes go to the gun Izzy wore in a shoulder harness over 
his Italian Silk black shirt. Nobody knew the exact number of people that Izzy had killed. And that's only because 
they'd lost count. This guy was merely a messenger for the Michaels crime family. His boss sent him to 
deliver a simple courtesy warning. The man wasn't in any danger of Izzy killing him, but Izzy just had this 
disturbing air about him. 


"N-n-no sir," the man stammers, "They already took out Vedder and his guys in the east end" 


Axl looks to Izzy, "Did you know about this?" Izzy just shakes his head no. "Does anybody know who the fuck it 


is?" Axl returns his attention to the messenger. 
The man nervously nods, "Yeah. Word on the street is, it's Sixx and his motley fucking crew." 
Izzy rolls his eyes, "Well maybe Eddie Vedder fucked Nikki Sixx over. Maybe it was just a retaliation hit" 


"That ain't what everybody's saying," the dark haired man says as he slightly loosens his tie. The tension in the 


air was literally choking him. 
Axl sighs and sits back in his chair, "Then what the hell are they saying?" He rolls his eyes. 


"T-they're saying that the crazy son of a bitch and his circus a-a-are looking to run the crime in this city," 
the man tells him. 


Axl's eyes narrow, "I run the crime in this city." 
"Yeah, of course you do sir," the man is quick to nod, "that's why my boss sent me here to warn you.” 


Axl sits there quietly. Pondering the man's words. Izzy leans his weight on the desk and looks at the man with 


hollow uncaring eyes. "Who's his next target?" He asks, his stance completely intimidating the poor messenger. 
"Nobody knows. But everybody's scared and beefing up their security sir," the man answers. 


"Heh-heh," Izzy giggles, "everybody's scared? Of a bunch of drugged out clowns? Give me a fucking break. Sixx 
doesn't have the weapons or the man power to take on the boss's of this city.’ 


"B-but see, that's the thing," the man begins, "word is, Sixx has been buying the hell out of weapons and ammo 
for months. They say he's building an army." 


"To take me down?" Axl asks folding his hands on top of his desk 


"To take us all down sir," the man tells him. "My boss says he's willing to work with you if you want. It is for 


a common interest after all" 


Axl nods, "Tell your boss, I'll be in touch." 

"Yes sir," the man nods and quickly excuses himself from Axl's office. 

Axls eyes find Izzy's, "I can't believe that idiot is thinking about challenging my authority." 

"Relax fireball," Izzy says and lights a cigarette, "it's just heresay so far." 

"How can you be so blase' about all this 122? Sixx is fucking insane enough to do something like this," Axl says. 
"He's definitely crazy, I'll give you that much," Izzy exhales, "but he ain't stupid" 

"No shit. Which is exactly why | think Michaels is right on this one," Axl says. 

Izzy lightly takes Axl by the chin. He gently raises it and stares deeply into his eyes, "You're scared?" 


Axl defiantly jerks his chin away. "Goddamn right | am! You would be too if you weren't so fucking high" he 


growls and quickly stands and storms out of the room. 


Izzy can only sigh and look at the floor as the door slams shut behind Axl. Fear always brought out the worst 
in Axl. And only Izzy knew how to handle the worst in him. He walks over to the window and stares down at 


the street. He draws from his cigarette and exhales. 
Izzy's POV 


When you ask any average person what would make them the happiest, most will tell you money. Because the 
person's answer is usually based on not just what they want, but what they need. And who the fuck doesn't 
need money? Right? 


Now, if you ask a child the same question, the child will give you a completely different answer. They'll want 
something that you'll most likely see on their Christmas list. Because a child answers thinking only of what 


they want. Never what they need. Because it's ok for a child to think selfishly. 


Then you go find yourself a junkie, and ask them what makes them the happiest? The answer will always be a 
neverending supply of dope. Because that's exactly what they want and need simultaneously. | mean, | ought to 


know. | am a junkie. 


But if you were to ask this junkie what made him the happiest, you'd most likely be surprised at my answer. 
Don't get me wrong, a neverending supply of dope sounds great and all, but | both wanted and needed 


something else much more. Axl. 


| have dedicated my life to Axl. lve taken bullets and beatings for him. Bled for him. | guess a part of me did it 
out of guilt. Because | couldn't protect him from the fucked up shit he had to endure when we were kids. But 


the biggest part of me did it because | loved him. Completely. 


His life was worth more than mine could ever be. Axl had a drive and foresight to know what he wants and 
exactly how to get it. | wouldn't be standing here today if it wasn't for his lust to control. But his control was 
the discipline | so desperately needed in my life. 


But it's not entirely one sided. You see, to Axl | represent security. Stability. m the one who dries his tears 
and promises him that everything will be ok. And | make sure it is. This situation is no different. If Nikki Sixx 
wants to dethrone Axl, he's gotta fucking get through me first. 


Two 


Meanwhile, on the other side of the city.. 


Nikki Sixx sits at his desk in his Gucci pin striped suit. His pale green eyes are pinpointed. You only see eyes 
behave this way for two reasons. Drugs and insanity. Your guess is as good as anybody's on which of these 
two things were controlling his constricted pupils right now. Because he was on drugs and he was fucking 


insane. 


But we're not talking about the average run of the mill ‘crazy' person We all have moments of insanity, 
because the definition of insanity is very vague. So vague that we all find ourselves able to adhere to it at 


some point or another in our lives. 


But as mentioned, there was nothing normal or common about Nikki Sixx. He had singlehandedly raised the bar 
of what this city accepted and defined as insane. He was a man who was feared. Because it's human nature to 


hate or fear what we can't understand. And he was definitely something that no one could understand. 


He preplexed even the psychiatrists of the city asylum. He was a rare case. So rare that he was undiagnosable. 
He both fit and didn't fit the profiles of psychopaths, sociopaths, skitzofrenics, bipolars, and personality 
disorders. To put it plainly, they don't have a disorder, disease, or condition for what he is. The closest 
definition you could slap on him, was that he was just plain fucking evil. 


His criminal career started when he was only fifteen. He murdered both his parents as they slept in their 
mansion on a hill. The cops never could find any evidence to link him to these crimes, as they happened before 
DNA testing was invented. And now there was no evidence to test. But even Nikki himself gladly takes credit 
for their deaths. Some would call that an admission of guilt, but that doesn’t apply when a judge has certified 
you as legally insane. And Nikki was labeled this as a child. 


But being declared insane had robbed Nikki of his parents fortune. Not that he let anyone get away with that. 
Today he lives in the mansion on the hill, and sleeps like a baby in the very bed he murdered them in. Crazy? 


Or just plain sick? 


His pale green eyes narrow as he stares at three shaking henchmen before him. His trusty number one, 
Tommy, sits at the corner of his desk. His vacant eyes stare at the men as well, heightening the overall fear 


they felt as he polished his gold .45 caliper III semi automatic. 
"What were my orders?" Nikki asks the men lowly. 
They nervously look to each other wondering which of them would speak for the group. But who the fuck in 


their right mind would want to do that? You see, not many ever get to meet the boss man, and normally they 


didn't want to. Because nothing in this city was more unpredictable than Nikki Sixx. 


With nothing but a little sigh of disappointment from Nikki, the men all began talking at once. Nikki rolls his eyes 
and holds up his hand. The men instantly go silent. Nikki points to the one in the middle, "You. Speak" 


"B-boss, i-it was a m-m-mistake. A misunderstanding is a-all," the man says as he nervously holds his hat in 


his shaking hands. 


"A misunderstanding" Nikki's brows raise. "I tell you to take out the Hetfield family, and instead, you take out 
the Vedder family? | really need you to explain to me how that got misinterpreted. How'd this get lost in 


translation? The names don't even remotely sound similar," he twirls his wrist and sits back in his chair. 


"W-well boss," the man swallows, "T-there was s-so much talk about your p-plans to take over th-th-the 
city. A-and how y-you were gonna just k-k-kill everyone and take it.. Then T-there was the big celebration.. 
Then this m-morning, as we w-w-were leaving.w-w-we couldn't remember w-who you said first.. b-but since 


everyone w-was gonna d-die anyway..w-w-we didn't f-figure it'd m-matter." 


Nikki smirks, "You didn’t think it'd matter? Why the fuck would | go to the trouble of formulating a specific plan 
if it didn't matter? If it didn't matter | would have said, "Hey, you know what, just fucking kill everybody."?" And 
then the smile vanishes completely. This steals away every bit of hope the three men had. "You three 
incompetent fucking idiots have violated my only rule. Tommy, please remind daddy's retarded children of what 
daddy's only goddamn rule is." 


Tommy never looks up from his gun, "Don't fuck with you boss," he reflexively answers. 


Nikki's hands slam down on his desk, "Dont fuck with me! | could have a thousand intricate rules with sub 
sections and clauses if | wanted! But no, | try to keep it fucking simple for the fucking simpletons!! But nol! You 
can't even follow the simplest rulel! It's five fucking words!! Don't! Fuck! With! The! Boss! Hell you can shorten it 
to four goddamn words even! Don't fuck with boss!! How hard is that?!" He stares at them unblinking, his eyes 
full of rage. "Now, who wants a gold star for telling me the penalty of breaking my only rule?? Hum? 
Anybody??" He stares at them. 


"Death boss," Tommy answers. 

Nikki's eyes cut over at him, "| wasn't asking you! l'm asking them." 

"Sorry sir," Tommy is quick to say. 

Nikki sighs shaking his head. He closes his eyes and rubs his temples for a moment. "Oh fuck it," he finally says 
and pulls the gun from it's holster tucked beneath his left arm. He aims at the men and starts firing. His plan 
is to just keep pulling the trigger until the men drop or he runs out of bullets. Well the men falling is what 
happens. With teeth gnashed and his breath racing he calmly returns his gun to it's holster. "Fucking get rid of 


them," he hisses to his henchmen, Tommy. 


"Awe come on boss, I'm wearing my favorite suit," he says looking down at what he was wearing. 


Nikki stares at him, "Don't think | won't lay you down right beside them just because you get to sleep in 
daddy's bed when you're a good boy." 


Tommy knew he was serious, “Sorry sir. I'll just take care of these body's," he nods and quickly springs into 


action. 


Nikki kicks back at his desk, throws his feet up on it and lights himself a cigarette. "And when you get done, 


get me another fucking idiot in here. | have a message to deliver." 


"Boss, | thought that's what you were doing by killing the Vedder family," Tommy says as he searches the 


dead men for valuables. 
"Oh god, just leave the thinking to me. Ok? Is that too much to fucking ask?" 


Tommy clears his throat, "Sorry boss." 


Countermeasures 


That afternoon, Axl called in his third in command, Duff McKagan. His number three had a unique quality that 
was unlike anyone else in his organization. Duff was one hell of a mediator. Nobody knows what it is about him, 


he was just a calm level headed kind of guy. 


It was as if he possessed empathic abilities. Meaning the ability to feel what others are feeling. To be able to 
influence or manipulate a person's emotions. Which basically means, Duff was a good listener and always knew 


exactly what to say. Which comes in pretty damn handy when its a negotiating situation 


You couldn't rile Duff and make him lose control. You couldn't get a lie past him. You couldn't hide behind a 
pokerface and think he couldn't read you. You didn't have to say or do anything, yet Duff could still tell what 
you were feeling. And when you can read emotions, it's a lot like mind reading. So naturally Axl felt like Duff 
was the best choice for trying to negotiate with Sixx. 


"You asked for me sir?" Duff asks and removes his hat. He places it to his chest as he gives his boss his 


undying attention. 


"Have a seat," Axl motions to the chair situated across from his desk. Duff does, crossing one long leg over 


the other. "Have you heard about the situation with Sixx?" Axl asks him. 
"Yes sir. Izzy informed me about it. So what are we doing?" Duff asks. 


Axl sighs, "lm not entirely sure yet. We don't know all the details. This could just be some shit between Sixx 
and Vedder. But then, the rumor of Sixx wanting to dethrone me could be true. What do you think?" 


"Boss, you're asking me to predict the actions of a totally unpredictable man. Fucking psychiatrists can't figure 
him out," Duff shrugs. 


Axl slightly cocks his head, "I know you can pick up on what that psycho fuck feels. You've been around him 


enough, what kind of emotions do you pick up from him?" 


Duff swallows and swipes his hand over his blonde hair, "Anger and contempt mostly. But | feel | should warn 


you boss, he's a master manipulator." 


Axls brows sinch tightly together, "Elaborate." 


"He had this henchmen once..who disobey or disrespect him somehow..and to make a long story short, Sixx 
convinced him to shoot himself. And he did because he knew it would be more merciful than whatever Sixx 
was planning on doing. He takes situations and turns them around on people. And he's fucking good at reading 
people. Not just people, but their intentions. You think nobody can squeeze a lie past me, but I'm scared Sixx 
could," Duff explains. "He's the type of enemy that comes at you with a smile and extends out a courteous 
hand. But when put your hand in his some hidden buzzer on his hand zaps the life right out of you. | wouldn't, 


under any circumstances, trust him." 


"Duly noted," Axl nods. "So, in your opinion, it's safe to say that Sixx might be trying to create a change in 


management?" 


I'd say that's a very likely possibility sir," Duff nods. 


‘lm sending you to talk to the other families. We need to know if any of them are working with Sixx. We need 


to know who we can trust," Axl instructs him. 


"Yes sir," Duff says and rises to his feet. 


"Take Slash and Stevie with you, just so you have somebody to watch your back," Axl tells him. 


"Yes sir," Duff puts on his hat, then turns and leaves Axl's office. 


Axl places both hands on his desk and tries to do some cleansing breaths or something. He felt the urge to 
destroy his office. But he's been trying extra hard to rise above such actions. "Izzy!" He calls out. 


Moments later Izzy is walking into the office. "Fireball?" By one look he could see Axl struggling not to blow his 
top. 


"| sent Duff out to meet with the other families. To make sure they're on our side and not Sixx's," Axl informs 


him. 


"Good idea. Everybody likes Duff. They'll never suspect he has an agenda," Izzy says and sits on the edge of 
Axl's desk. 


"| need you to do something too," Axl stares at him. 


‘Of course darlin, just name it," Izzy says softly and gives him a humble cherub smile. 


| need your eyes on Sixx. Nobody can hide in plain sight like you. | want to know everything. His schedules, 
appointments, and routines. Who works for him. Who he conducts business with. His likes and interests. Habits. | 
want to know who's close to him. | need you to get familiar with his security detail. Look for any weak spots in 
his armor," Axl instructs. "If we're going to war with this psychopath, we've gotta know everything. 


Understood?" 


‘Loud and clear," Izzy nods. "By the way, if | get a clear shot, do you want me to take it?" 


"Not until we find out if there's more than one player in all this," Axl shakes his head. 


Izzy gives him an affirmative nod. Then a small smirk crosses his lips, "So | guess now would be a good time 


for me to tell you that | won't be home for dinner. My slave driving boss is making me work late." 


A slight smile comes to Axl's face, "Want me to have him beat up?" 


Izzy bends down and places a gentle kiss on Axl's lips, "Nah, he's too sexy to damage." 


"Izz, promise you'll be careful," Axl looks at him intently. 


"Always," Izzy nods. 


